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know one another under any mask so are those whose peculiar
vice or perversion separates them from the rest of the world
endowed with a sixth sense of recognition.

Retaining his bride's hand in his own, and growing conscious
of some appeal to his perilous nerve in what was going on, Mr.
Evans compelled her to remain concealed. Concealment was as
unsuitable to Mr. Geard's elder daughter as any role he could
have chosen for her; but she was too happy to be anything but
docile; and with their faces brushed by a tall undergrowth of
elders they contemplated through its broken wall that ruined
sheepfold, whose masonry, at any rate, although not in its pres-
ent form, had witnessed the death of the noblest of Glastonbury
penitents.

The dialogue of which they caught only the psychic vibra-
tions, for the two were speaking in low tones, was as follows:
"If so be as thee can't do it to she., may-be thee could do it to

These words of Mad Bet were a startling surprise to Mr. Toiler,
for he sat up straight on his log, close to the fire they were
feeding, and stretched out his arms to the blaze, clasping and
unclasping his fingers in its glowing heat so nervously as to make
it obvious he was thinking of something very different from the
physical pleasure of warmth. The man's straggly yellow beard
wagged in the smoke of the crackling sticks as he turned his
watery blue eyes towards his companion. He blinked miserably
with his white eyelids beneath his hairless eyebrows and there
came a look of panic and even horror into his face.
"But he be your true-love, baint he?'5 he said, with shocked
emphasis and speaking very gravely. "Ye doesn't want me to
likidate, as thik Mr. Robinson do call it, your wone true-love,
Mad Bet?"
The woman was silent; and what the feelings were that
seethed and fermented in her heart it would be hard to put down
in words; but after a minute or two she spoke again.
"If he were dead, never would she sleep with he again in a
pretty night-dress bought for a fairing from Tim Wollop."
But the philosophy of the Glastonbury underworld could not
let this idealism pass unchecked.